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Hold old December's monk-heart to your breast,
The leg stands cold and naked to the moon.

For by the hours you tell the summer's swallows
In dart and dive mix with the blue-teared pool,
From the beginning to the end in love.
Where lashes flicker on the most steady eyes:
I come to you to meet each folded fist.

The Ruin and the Sun

Do I make my disasters clear ? The wind from Mexico

Blows up its rumours and I let it go,

Or does it chase a white sun from the heavens ?

Here or elsewhere I hear the sounds of woe,

Blown up from the babe to the young man of evening.

Or I stand lonely in a Japanese harbour, and shoot

looks

At my ministers in China. Misery,
My misery,,runs like a fable over Europe.
The people lift their hands and wait the end.

0 Democracy, where is your sunny tree ?

1 read this terrible story in the times, futile
The black bomber and the little cunning chasers,
Futile the barb and barricade in England,

Or the sentry posted on the proper hill.
This is England, and England's ruin still.

Do I make my disasters clear ? The wind is speaking.
I am a ghost only in the sound of its echo,